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Moonee Valley
cassandra aTherTon
you Tell Me ThaT you are almost ready to breed Cox’s Orange Pippins 
with me. Planting the seeds of a future together. Sweet apple branches 
reaching into our own corner of the sky. I imagine our cider drunk love. 
Your buttonholes full of apple blossoms creeping up your lapel. I am thrilled 
to the core but that gives you the pip. You want to train thoroughbreds for 
the Cox Plate. A stable of champions reared on Cox’s Orange Pippins. And 
your buttonhole will be stuffed with the fat tutu petals of a Cecile Brunner 
rose that I pick for you on the racetrack on race day. But I won’t be Gai to 
your Robbie Waterhouse. We won’t have a Fine Cotton affair. My heart is 
as big as Phar Lap’s but you have a birdcage for a ribcage and your heart 
only fancies a flutter at the track. Arrhythmia. Tachycardia. The beating of 
the hooves down the strait. So I sit with my back to the track at Moonee 
Valley Bistro while you order warm apple crumble and take a gamble on 
our future. 
to the other side 
in waves 
and by three quarter time Michael says do you want to go and Gabriel 
nods
and they leave holding each other up—
mates  
